NO    MORE     PEACE

and pick a town. Well? London? Paris?
Rome . . . No. (Over the map.} Some small
place . . . What about this? . . . Dunkel-
stein.

ST. FRANCIS.   Dunkelstein ?

NAPOLEON. See? It's a little country be-
tween France and Spain. You know the sort of
place. No income tax, everyone happy, all the
European capitalists lock up their money in the
Dunkelstein banks. Every other building is a
bank. Now, this town, you will agree, must
certainly fear war more than anything.

ST. FRANCIS.   I'm afraid it must.

NAPOLEON. My dear Francis, you shouldn't
speak like that when peace is in question.

ST. FRANCIS (to ANGEL). My dear, what is
happening in Dunkelstein ?

ANGEL. The world lies below you. See?
Some sort of demonstration. Listen. A peace
celebration.

ST. FRANCIS (triumphant}. Amen. Very well.
I'll take your bet.

NAPOLEON.   I'll send that telegram at once !

ST. FRANCIS.   But the wireless will contradict
the lie.   The people will laugh at the idea.
J; NAPOLEON.   Who should we get on to?

ANGEL. There's a very nice man in Dunkel-
stein, Your Majesty. Mr. Laban. Very rich.
Practically runs the place.

NAPOLEON.   I shall send my telegram to !N$r.
Laban.   Go   ahead.   And   after   it's   sent,   all
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